Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on Hbrary shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http : //books . google . com/| 



STRAY MOMENTS. 



f 




STRAY MOMENTS. • 



BY 



'* IPIDORA." 




LONDON : | 

HODDER AND STOUGHTON, 
37, Paternoster Row. 

mdccclxxviii. 



"2^0 . c . ^f4 
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IN MEMORY 



OF 



MY MOTHER, 



I THINK I should seize this opportunity of thanking those 
friends who have so kindly and voluntarily subscribed 
towards the publication of this little volume/ which has 
been written in Stray Moments, — those odd five minutes 
that one sdmetimes but rarely gets in which to " flee away 
and be at rest." Accept the best thanks of 

Ipidora. 
March, 1878. 
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PEACEFUL, GENTLE RIVULET. 
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Peaceful, gentle Rivulet, 

§ 

Flowing on for ever ; 
/ Tantalizing, passing by, 

Resting never, — never. 

Flowing on, oh ! why such haste ? 

Cannot mortal stop thee ? 
Stay, let me arrest thy course, 

Surely thou art weary. 

Still unceasing is thy cry. 
Gliding on for ever; 

" All that man can say or do, 
Stops me never, — never." 

Sept yd, 1869. 
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A VALENTINE TO ROSIE. 

The budding rose is fair to see 
That hangs upon the hawthorn tree, 
The damask holds its lordly head 
With pride above the scented bed, 
The maize and white in beauty vie. 
And modest blush doth rank defy ; 
But all have glories great or small. 
And loving one, I love them all. 

But, there's a cherub face with eyes 
That shine like brilliants in the skies, 
A mouth that kisses — oh, so sweet ! 
Two little hands, two little feet ; 
A voice that whispers love's young dream. 
This is the spirit of my theme ; 
This is the fairest rose to see. 
For Rosie is the Rose for me. 

Feb. 13M, 1875. 
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A BIRTHDAY WISH. 

Oh ! may the flowing stream of life 
With thee glide gently by, 

And every joy be thine, sweet girl, 
Nor ever cause to sigh. 

Oh ! may no grief nor care oppress, 

But all one halcyon day, 
Whose lustre steals its light divine 

From heaven's brightest ray. 

Oh ! may the years as oft they roll 

Repeat a gilded store 
Of happiness, and all you wish, 

Both now and evermore 

Enjoy thy youth, while yet the bloom 
Of health bedews thy cheek. 

In pleasures which no shadows cast 
When age is worn and weak. 
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For future days will come, and Death 

Soon calls us all away ; 
Be thinq, eternal bliss above, 

And bright this fleeting day. 



Aug. ird^ 1869. 



A SKETCH. 

Lovely tints of brown and green 

Dancing in the air ; 
Golden sun of glorious sheen. 

All things seeming fair. 

Lovely sky of azure hue ; 

Varied clouds arise, 
Beaming pearly drops of dew. 

Morning's sacrifice. 



Sept, SfAt 1869. 
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PREPARE MY SOUL. 

Should'st Thou see fit, whilst now I lie 
On my sick bed, to let me die, 
And in the grave be soon laid by. 

Prepare my souL 

Should friends surround to bid farewell, 
And silent tears their sorrow tell 
While hearing Death's departing knell, 

Prepare my souL 

What though this earth, my joy before, 
I may so soon behold no more, — 
Help me, my God, to Thee adore ; 

Prepare my souL 

Oh ! hear my cry ; my sins forgive ; 
Teach me to die that I may live 
With Thee above, and Thee believe ; 

Prepare my souL 
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For that bright home of lasting rest 
With the just spirits ever blest ; 
Oh ! for a place upon Thy breast 

Prepare my soul. 

That I may praise Thee day and night 
Lost in eternal rays of light, 
And face to face behold Thy might, 

Prepare my soul. 

Sept. 6tk, 1869. 
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DEATH IS BUT SLEEP. 

Say not that we part for ever, 
When Death's sighs our eyelids close, 

'Tis a calm and narrow river, 
Crossing which our senses doze ; 

But they wake with freshened brightness 
When the heavenly shore we greet, 

And it is with holy gladness 
Those who went before we meet 

Live this life then for another, 

Preparation let it be : 
Have we lost a friend or brother ? 

Family above have we. 

These short years so quickly rolling 
Bid us haste to Jesu's breast, 

" Where the wicked cease from troubling, 
And the weary are at rest." 

May 1868. 
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SAD AND SORROW-STRICKEN MOURNER. 

Sad and sorrow-stricken mourner, 

Let thy tears flow on, 
Altho' to the grave they've borne her, 

Yet she is not gone ; 
Round thee still her spirit strayeth. 
"Jesus wept," the Bible sayeth. 

Well I know she was thy treasure, 

Of thy life the sun ; 
Well I know that all thy pleasure 

Was in her begun ; 

Great thy grief to see her lying 

Low with pain, and daily dying. 

« 

Thou did'st practise strict denial 

That she might enjoy ; 
Saved her every pang and trial 

Which could bliss alloy. 
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Bitter woe ! oh, bitter anguish ! 
Thus to see thy darling languish* 

Cold and stiff her body lieth 

Low beneath the sod, 
But the soul that never dieth 

Wafted hath to God, 
And her spirit lowly bending, 
Watcheth thee, thy soul transcending. 

" Jesus wept ! " then why endeavour 

Not thy grief to show ? 
Better shed thy tears for ever 

Than they ne'er should flow. 
Dry the spring, the fountain ceases ; 
Check thy tears, and age increases. 

Gnawing is the stifled sorrow 

Stealing day by day. 
Cankering each coming morrow 

With its poisoned sway ; 
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Drop by drop the life-blood draining, 
Ceaseless in its constant paining. 

We^p then, sad and stricken mourner, 

Let thy tears flow on ; 
Till the time when thou shalt join her 

Say, " Thy will be done." 
" Jesus wept ! " for one a brother, — 
Weep, nor check thy tears, fond mother. 

Feb, 13/A, 1870. 
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I WOULD NOT WISH HIM BACK. 

I WOULD not, if I could, recall 

My Edwin back to me ; 
The trammels of this world enthral 

His heart no more, — 'tis free. 

Tis free to roam ambrosial shades 

Of amaranthine joys, 
And tread refulgent nooks and glades 

That no ill wind destroys. 

Immaculate his spirit now. 

Nor sins nor cares beguile ; 
A crown of glory wreathes his brow. 

Ethereal his smile. 

His converse sweet, seraphic flows 

Clearer than crystal stream, 
His face with dazzling brightness glows. 

Transported with his theme. 
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How lustily he joins the strains 

Of everlasting rest, 
How happily, released from pains, 

He leans on Jesu's breast. 

Oh, would I wish him back ? Ah no ! 

That thought far absent be ; 
I pant to join him, for I know 

He longs to welcome me. 

SepL 2lsty 1869. 
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MY MOTHER'S BIRTHDAY. 

An angel bright of god-like good 
Once o'er an infant's cradle stood, 
And breathed upon it blessings fair, 
Then left it to its mother's care. 

A mother's joy this babe became 
As oft she nursed its little frame. 
And sighed, as grew the lovely child 
More like its Maker, meek and mild. 

" Oh, is it only lent," she said, 
" That I may lay it with the dead \ 
Its spirit soar to worlds unknown, 
To leave me childless and alone ? " 

Not so ! thy child shall be a light, 
An earthly star of virtue bright, 
To guide and help, to soothe and cheer 
The weakness of thy fading year. 
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'Twas so, — and when the mother died 
A mother too was by her side ; 
Long years of mingled woe and grace 
Had brought the wrinklesr to her face. 

Yes ! she, the babe, had now become 
The angel of our hearts and home, 
A daughter true, a peerless wife. 
Unselfish mother of our life. 

Oh, may God bless thee, mother dear I 
And spare thee yet for many a year. 
And give thee peace and quiet rest. 
And make thee of the blest, most blest. 

May He protect and shield from harm. 
And as thine early days were calm. 
So may thy children watchful be 
To soothe thy later destiny. 

Perhaps thou would'st not life delay, 
But we, oh mother ! bid thee stay ; 
What joy for us, what hope or cheer. 
If thou, our angel, art not here ? 
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OH! WHO COULD BE DULL? 

Oh ! who could be dull on a morning like this, 
When the air is so fresh and so clear, 

And the sun sheds a warmth that seems to dismiss 
All thought of the Winter that's near ?. 

Oh ! never were trees in more brilliant decay, 
Nor colours more gorgeously spread 

Than the exquisite tints that are rivals to-day. 
The golden, the green, and the red. 

I tingle and creep with a sense of delight 
At the beauty that reigns all around, , 

And my heart leaps high at the glorious sight, 
But my lips never utter a sound. 

Nov, 12M, 1875. 
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" COME UNTO ME, ALL YE THAT LABOUR 
AND ARE HEAVY LADEN, AND I WILL 
GIVE YOU REST." 

All ye that labour, come to me. 

And I will give you rest. 
From all your sins I'll set you free 

To lean upon my breast 

Say, are ye heavy laden ? then 
Oh throw your weight on me ; 

For I will bear your burdens when 
All other helpers flee. 

Oh ! are you sad ? give me your grief; 

I'll make it all mine own, 
And grant your wounded heart reKef, 

Which I can grant alone. 

Or should a care or thought oppress. 

Oh ! breathe it in mine ear. 
For I have vowed to cleanse and dress 

The heart that is sincere. 
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Or, are you thirsty ? come and drink 

Of water freely given 
To save the soul from danger's brink 

And make it pure for Heaven. 

Whatever be your trials, come 

While yet 'tis called to-day, 
For I will lead you safely home 

And ever be your stay. 

Your Stay, your kind Companion, Friend, 

Your Comforter and Guide ; 
For years eternal, without end, 

I'll rest you by my side. 

Sept, 6M, 1869. 
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OH, INFINITE AND REAL! 

Oh, Infinite and Real ! 

Unchanging and all true ! 
List to my poor appeal, — 

Create my heart anew. 

Almighty and Eternal ! 

Exalt mine eyes to Thee ; 
Oh, Tree ! for ever vernal, 

Cast thy soft shade on me. 

Oh, Love ! all love transcending, 

Ethereal, Divine ! 
So graciously descending 

To raise and kindle mine. 

Oh, Life ! that knows no ending. 

Thy life-blood freely give ; 
See us in sorrow bending. 
Bid us look up and live. 

Feb, 20tkt 1870. 
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ROSA BURN. 

Oh ! ne'er shall I forget that sweet murmur of the bum 
As it trickled down the mountain side, and o'er the 

stones in turn, 
In low and gentle ripples that were music to mine ear : 
Whene'er I dream of Rosa Bum I think its murmurs 

near. 

Oh ! sweet and beautiful it was to lie upon the brink, 
And watch its bright meanderings, and of its freshness 

drink, 
Then count the fairy cloudlets in the blue ethereal sky. 
Awhile the bum was chanting its own dulcet lullaby. 

Will ever time come o'er again when my ambitious soul 
Had seemed to realize the height of its enchanted goal ? 
When all my wildest fancies of Liberty and Love 
Were raised as if my spirit roamed the Paradise above. 

Sept. 23n/, 1876. 
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MOTHER DEAR! 

I THOUGHT that the bright moon was smiling on thee, 

Mother dear ! mother dear ! 
At the same glad time it was shining on me, 

Mother dear ! mother dear ! 
Yea, though I roam o'er a far distant land, 
Surrounded by beauties both simple and grand, 
I love to beguile the sweet moments of day 
Thinking of thee, mother dear, far away. 

I thought you were silently watching the sky. 

Mother dear ! mother dear ! 
Made sheen with the twinkling of many an eye. 

Mother dear ! mother dear ! 
" Forget-me-not ! " the charmed chorus they sing 
Remembrance of God and my mother doth bring ; 
And I love to beguile sweet moments of night 
Thinking of thee, and the world that*s so bright 

Moonlight, LakeofThun. Aug. 2&th, 187 1. 
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LITTLE ONE. 

But, you spoke kindly, little one, 
Words that a deep impression made; 
My heart repeats them, little one. 
Have you forgotten what you said ? 

Or, were they only meant for me 
To sweetly dream on night and day, 
While you go tripping o'er the lea. 
And whisper them some other way ? 

However it be, I'll cherish still 
My faith in what you say and do. 
Where'er I rove, through good or ill. 
My earnest prayer will rise for you. 

Oh ! may thy life be fresh and fair. 
Thy path with choicest flowerets strown. 
Removed from thee be every care ; 
God bless thee, darling, little one. 

Dec. 6M, 1874. 
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SLEEP, MOTHER, SLEEP. 

Sleep, mother, sleep ! thy brain and heart need 
rest, 

Weary those ag&i limbs have grown ; 

Feeble becomes the silvery tone 
That cheered my youthful heart distrest 

Sleep, mother, sleep ! thine arms supported me, . 
And caught rae when I feared to fall 
Flaying sometimes at hoop and halt, 

In the sweet days of infancy. 

Sleep, mother, sleep ! thine ever-loving smile 
Beamed with caresses in those days ; 
Now may I nurture gender ways : 

What can I do for thee awhile ? 

1871. 
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THE WAFTING SPIRIT. 

I WATCHED a tiny speck in the clouds 

Grow less by the distant view, 
And I thought 'twas a spirit wafting above 

To snatch at those realms of blue. 

I thought a spirit fettered and chained 

To this world's resistless force, 
Had burst from its bondage, and, liberty gained, 

Was winging its upward course. 

I strained my dim eyes if haply I 

Might know the seraphic form, 
And bid it obtain in those portals of bliss 

Shelter for me from the storm. 

Vainly I sat with persistent gaze. 

Vainly endeavoured to soar. 
But alas ! the dark storm-clduds met, and hid 

That bright form for evermore. 

July, 1871. 
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THE JURA. 

Oh ! let me climb the mountain brow, 
To touch the silver cloud, 

Not heeding if I die, so I 
Obtain a silver shroud. 

Ill traverse every fertile plain, 

And reckon every vine, 
And wade the cascade's gushing stream 

To carry my design. 

I'll bound through every rock and cave 
To rest where fairies dwell, 

And scale, undaunted, craggy heights, 
Nor list to danger's knell. 

So much I long to soar that I 
May speak alone with God, 
The silver cloud become my shroud. 

The turquoise sky my sod. 

» 

Au%. 1871. 
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FUTURE RECOGNITION. 

Oh ! could I for one moment think that we should 

parted be 
'Th yon ethereal spirit-land of ceaseless minstrelsy, 
'Twere vain to love ; 'twere vain to live these days of 

care and moil 
Dragging the weary limbs along in unrewarded 

toil 

'Twere vain to twine affection^s tendrils round the 

clinging heart, 
To soothe its passions, share its joys, relieve the 

aching smart j 
'Twere vain to love and be beloved through life, so 

fraught with pain, 
If death must be our parting goal, never to meet 

again. 
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But we have hope to cheer and guide us through this 

mortal day, 
To bid us influence kindly those who chance to cross • 

our way ; 
To set a good example to our dearest earthly ties, 
Preparing for ourselves and them a meeting in the 

skies. 

Oh ! some are dead and gone before who long to 

welcome those 
They left enslaven to this earth, its changes, and its 

woes; 
Then let us disappoint them not, but hasten to that 

shore 
Where we shall meet our darling ones, to love and 

part no more. 

Oct. x^thy 1872. 
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A MOTHER'S LAMENT 

ON THE DEATH OF HER CHILD, AGED FOUR 

YEARS. 

A TINY flow'ret fresh and fair 

Was kindly lent to me, 
And my fond heart found chief delight 

In its simplicity. 

I proudly clasped the tender plant, 

A bud of promise given. 
And in my joy I recognised 

An infant sent from heaven. 

With anxious care I watched it grow 

And blossom prettily ; 
" Its lovely hues will cheer my path," 

Methought exultingly. 
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But soon my hope was quenched by griefj 

Like some rebellious tide 
That overflowed my tranquil home : 

My darling Carrie died. 

So young, so pretty, and so gay, 

With eyes of sweetest blue, 
Her ruddy cheeks outvied the rose : 

I can't believe it true ! 

To think henceforth her prattling tongue 

Is silent in the grave, 
And all my pet imaginings 

Drowned in one sudden wave. 

Too true ! ah, yes ! you were but lent, 

My precious little one ; 
Tis best, though very hard indeed 

To say " Thy will be done." 

But once within those distant skies 
No harm can touch, I know ; 
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And thou wilt be all clad in white, 
As pure and bright as snow. 

I weep sometimes, I cannot help ; 

But still I will prepare 
Myself, and all those left behind, 

To meet our Carrie there. 

Sept 2/^th^ 1872. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A LITTLE BOY, 
AGED SIX YEARS. 

'Tis hard to part, my darling child, 

So sad to bid good-bye. 
To press one kiss upon the cheek. 

And heave the bitter sigh. 

The bitter sigh of grief and woe 
That rends my heart in twain, 

To think that I shall ne'er behold 
Thy lovely eyes again. 

Thy supple, lithe, and brave young form, 

Thy thick brown curly hair t 
Oh, Maurice ! thou wert all to me, — 

All that was good and fair. 



STRA Y MOMENTS. 31 

■ ■ ..^.—^ ■ ■■■ ■■■■» 

I loved to see thy merry smile, 

To hear thy shouts of joy \ 
But, best to know thy heart was true, 

My beautiful, bright boy. 

I hailed thy birth with sweet delight, 

I cherished thee as one 
Who sees her treasure grow to be 

The prize that she has won. 

For never can I recollect 

One cloud of anger wrought 
By any wilful sin of thine. 

Or childish want of thought 

Thou wert indeed a precious gem 

Bestowed but for awhile : 
If thou did'st shine so brightly here. 

How radiant thy sweet smile 

And eyes of beauty too must be 
In Heaven's eternal glow ! 
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To know that thou art there, my child, 
Will make me long to go. 

Perhaps 'twere better, ere one grief 

Or sorrow cast a shade, 
Ere sin upon thine innocence 

Its ravages had made, 

That thy pure spirit high should soar 

To swell th* angelic strain. 
And sing the praise of Him who gave. 

And taketh back again. 

I cannot help but miss thee, boy, 
Nor check the falling tear ; 

And oft by fancy's tender ray 
111 think that thou art here. 

And if sometimes a murmur sad 

Can hardly be suppressed, 
111 trust to Him who chastens me : 

He loves and knows me best 
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Besides, a little flock is left, — 

Thy father too, — ^and I, 
Their shepherdess, must lead them on 

To pastures in the sky. 

Then when I long to pass away 

And meet my boy above, 
Thou'lt welcome me with outstretched arms 

And beaming looks of love. 

Death has between my soul and Heaven 

Made but a stronger link : 
If Maurice tastes life's crystal stream 

Can I refuse to drink ? 

Should not I love yon azure dome 
Since thine eyes sparkle there ? - 

Thy perfect bliss in God's own time 
Thy mother too shall share. 

June 21st, 1 871. 
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A MESSAGE TO HEAVEN. 

She was dying, gently dying, 
And I whispered in her ear. 

In a breath, not more than sighing, 
" Give my love to Edwin, dear." 

Then she turned her eyes towards me : 
Twas the surest promise given 

That she'd take the message from me 
And deliver it in Heaven. 

I held her hand, and kissed her lips ; 

A slumber soft stole o'er her. 
The angels came, and on the tips 

Of silver wings they bore her. 

Maybe that Edwin came, the while 
A feeling strange oppressed me ; 

I saw his sweet, seraphic smile. 
And ere he left he blessed me. 



STRA Y MO MEN! S. 35 



I could not speak, — 'twere vain to try,- 
I knew my wish was granted ; 

My words were echoed in the sky, 
My love to Edwin wafted. 



1 LOVE THEE. 

I LOVE thee, dearest girl ! 
With heart so warmly true, 
That in life's frequent whirl 
Shall ever beat for you. 

Not all the pleasures vain 
That ceaseless would enthral, 
Nor heightened joy, nor pain, 
Abate my love at all. 

My will it is to breathe 
Thy name in constancy ; 
Thy looks a halo wreathe 
Of dazzling brilliancy. 
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A MESSAGE 




She was dying 


■■■ .ly ^- 


And I wb" 




In a brea' 


.og face. 
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T' ..at we were riding by 

giant cliff that reached the sky, 
^„7suddenlylcouldnotsee 
.ft,, ,00 no longer tode by me. 

Mine eyes awoke to look upon 
Your charger prancing gaily on, 
But you were gone. I. trove in vain 
To see my noble boy again. 

I checked your steed and drew my rein. 
Then listened, looked,-.nd looked again. 
The sea was hurling mighty waves 
As if to raise the slumberous graves. 
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Yes, Edwin ! we commencea ^ »• ^ 

With plenteous joy and little strife • ^'^ ^o > 

We rode together, you and I, 
But I was left : you soared too high. 

I'm very glad I dreamt of thee, 
It brought you back so vividly ; 
But when you seem to me so nigh 
I wonder more how you could die. 

Why did I love thee, boy, so much ? 

Why can I find none other such ? \ 

Could'st thou thy present bliss resign \ 

To be once more, dear brother, — mine? 
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TO EDWIN. 

I DREAMT of thee, last night, my boy ; 
It was unutterable joy. 
I saw thee with thy smiling face. 
Thy manly form and supple grace. 

I thought that we were riding by 
Some giant cliff that reached the sky. 
And suddenly I could not see 
That you no longer rode by me. 

Mine eyes awoke to look upon 
Your charger prancing gaily on, 
But you were gone : I strove in vain 
To see my noble boy again. 

I checked your steed and drew my rein, 
Then listened, looked, — and looked again. 
The sea was hurling mighty waves 
As if to raise the slumberous graves. 



.4 



STRAY MOMENTS. 37 

I only heard its dinning roar, 
The waves and sky alone I saw, 
Thy voice was hushed, thy darling face 
My piercing eye no more could trace. 

At last the sky began to rend 
As if it would solution lend, 
And I one twinkling moment saw 
The boy who rode by me before. 

Yes, Edwin ! we commenced our life 
With plenteous joy and little strife ; 
We rode together, you and I, 
But I was left : you soared too high. 

I'm very glad I dreamt of thee. 
It brought you back so vividly ; 
But when you seem to me so nigh 
I wonder more how you could die. 

Why did I love thee, boy, so much ? 
Why can I find none other such ? 
Could'st thou thy present bliss resign 
To be once more, dear brother, — mine? 
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MOLLIE'S BIRTHDAY. 

I SAT alone, and listened to the sweet melodious strain 
Of mellow-piping throstle in the day's delicious wane* 
And thoughts that floated round me seemed to set my 

heart at rest, 
For I could not be but happy when I knew that they 

were blest. 

I knew they were enjoying a few bright and peaceful 

hours, 
And I could not check a smile as I pictured my pet 

flowers 
Arrayed in love and kindness, with a tender thought 

for me. 
And I felt my mother blessed such a soul-knit company. 

I fancied she was whispering, " Yes, dear girl, youVe 

done quite right, 
* Baby Eleanor ' is young, make her days look gay and 

bright ; " 
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And although I knew them happy, I was glad to be 

alone, 
For I felt my mother closer, and I heard her gentle 

tone. 



GLEN SHANT. 

Oh ! but this music awes my very soul ; 
So grand, so deep, so rich, so full, so sweet ; 
It breaks and bursts from some unseen control. 
And pours its magic rhythm at my feet. 

This wild majestic melody doth thrill 
Each chord and fibre in my feeble frame. 
And makes me creep and tremble, warm and chill. 
And wonder what I am, — and whence I came. 

Flow on and sparkle, gleam, and shine, and glow, 
Thou germ of earth, thou heaven-bom waterfall. 
Dash thy weird sprays in foaming clouds of snow, 
And my poor spirit lovingly enthral. 

Sept. 2Sth, 1876. 
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TO EDWIN. 

The years roll onward one by one, 

Yet thou returnest not, 
And while I long to see thy face. 

They deem thou art forgot. 

Forgotten ? No, my noble boy, 
Tis false, 'tis false indeed ; — 

Twere vain "to quench the smoking flax. 
Or break the bruised reed." 

Twere vain to stem the rushing tide, 
Or turn the torrent's course ; 

Thoughts do not ebb and flow at will, 
Thoughts are not checked by force. 

Sometimes like summer's gentle dews 

Rich blessings fall on me ; 
Tis then I wish that thou wert near — 

I'd share them all with thee. 
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And when a care oppresses me, 
And sorrow fills my heart, 

I think if thou could'st share the load 
Twould take away the smart 

Oh ! how we two confided, each 
To each our joy and woe ; — 

WTiy should we want to go to Heaven 
With Paradise below ? 

But 'twas not perfect Paradise, 
For clouds would float between. 

And darker than the rest came death. 
And thou wert no more seen. 

Death took my heart and opened it : 
The loving half was thine : 

I would have given thee all, but sin 
Would not its half resign. 

The better half was sent to Heaven, 
I kept the sinful part ; — 
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How can I live and love on earth 
With only half a heart ? 

No ! half a heart makes no thing whole, 

And all that I can say 
Will never bring the good half back 

To cheer me on my way. 

The only remedy I have 

Is this half to prepare, 
So, when thou hast the whole heart, boy, 

I too thy heaven will share. 

Sept. 2ph, 1875. 
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TWO MONTHS SINCE. 

Only two months to-day ; 
Yet it seems such a long, long time 
Since the patient face with its winning smile, 
Unselfish, pure, innocent, 'reft of guile, 
Vanished away, away. 

Only two months, I'm told — 
I can hardly believe it true, — 
Since I felt that pulse with its changing beat. 
And wrapped in flannel those exquisite feet. 

Thinking her life to hold. 

Why did you go away ? 
Did you know you left me alone ? 
Though IVe father, sister, nurse, and brother, 
What are they to my beautiful mother? — 
Mother ! who passed away. 
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Were you weary of life ? 
Or rather, — weary of growing? 
Did'st yearn to be one of the angel throng, 
Relieved of earth's burdens, free from its wrong, 

Free from sorrow and strife ? 

This is not Life, — oh, no ! 
You have had your Birthday in Heaven. 
Oh, fragile Flower ! how you wanted more love : 
Love will nourish you now in the mansions above,- 

Yes, — it is better so. 

Still it is dreary here, — 
I want you so often, so much, — 
I wish we could have just one little chat 
Like the sweet talks of old, mother, and that 

I might kiss you once, dear. 

I would not ask you back 
To this world of sorrow and pain ; 
No, sweetheart ! you are safe from woe and care, 
If it be God's will I may your bliss share 

When IVe traversed this track. 
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Oh, my mother ! mother ! 
I do not wonder God took you — 
You were so good : you are far better now. 
He loves you, we could not love you enow, 

Oh, my mother ! mother ! 

We kept your Birthday, dear ! 
The first Birthday you had in Heaven. 
Around your tomb we were planting the flowers, 
The flowers you cherished, to blossom in hours 

When we are called hence, dear ! 

March yd, 1877. 
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I AM THANKFUL. 

Darling mother ! I am thankful, for the days that we 

have had, 
For the merry-making moments, and the silent and 

the sad ; * 

For the sorrows we have passed through, and the 

pleasures we have shared. 
And the precious words of counsel that from thy dear 

lips I heard. 

Those infant days of wonder when you told " the old, 
old story ; " — 

The woe that "worked in us far more exceeding 
weight of glory ; " — 

'Tis the happy past Fm thankful that my jnem'ry 
can recall. 

But, that thou wert my sweet mother, makes me grate- 
ful more than all 
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For the dances and the picnics, for the rides, and 

drives, at will, 
Days of laughter-loving innocence, with ne'er a thought 

of ill ; 
Chats of mirth, and fun, and wisdom, by the ocean's 

pebbly shore, — 
To know that thou wert part of these makes me only 

miss thee more. 

Twilight strolls of solemn whispering when I felt thee 

on my arm. 
Mother ! 'twas thy gentle pressure then that gave the 

wondrous charm ; — 
For altho' the spring is coming, nothing seems so fair 

to be 
As in those delightful moments when I walked and 

talked with thee. 

In tribulation's night-fall we have sighed and wept 

together. 
Waiting patiently for sunshine to bring a change of 

weather : 
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Then some rougher pang has smitten that has tuned 

our hearts to say, 
We were thankful for the sorrow that first taught us 

how to pray. 

And, sweet mother, I am thankful thou art spared a 

day of pain, 
For old sores are not yet buried, they are cropping up 

again ; — 
And the Future looks so dreary, and the Present 

seems so sad, 
My consolation is the Past, and in knowing thou art 

glad. 

So, altho' I'm lone and weary, I have stifi a thankful 

heart: 
Tho' He took thee from me^ mother, He will too 

remove the smart ; 
For I know that thou art happy in the realms of 

lasting bliss. 
And my yearning is, dear mother, for a meeting and 

a kiss. 
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I am thankful for my father, for my sisters, brothers, 

nurse, 
I have borne my deepest trial, I need never fear a 

worse j 
For " God loveth whom He chastens," so I know that 

He loves me. 
And He often whispers to me, " As thy days thy 

strength shall be." 

If He wills to give me crosses that I knew not as of 

yore, 
I will think of thee, sweet mother, who hast borne 

them all before ; 
How unselfishly and bravely you endured and suffered 

long. 
Yet you always wore a cheerful smile, and spoke a 

cheerful song. 

Oh, my mother ! mother ! mother ! in the days that 
are to be. 

How I trust I may be patient, and still feel as thank- 
fully ; 
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And in all my joys and sorrows may my heart be 

raised to God, 
Praising Him that in His mercy He passed me 

"beneath the rod" 



WAITING. 

Waiting in our well-built skiff 
On the bosom of the ebbing tide, 
Silently longing, wondering if 
Our friends will soon be by our side. 

Two young maidens fresh and fair 
Promised, but will they keep their word ? 
Yes, for 'tis whispered through the air, 
And echoed by each wandering bird. 

Hark ! but a moment, — ah ! I hear 
The quick crisp sound of little feet, 
The shadows of each form appear ; — 
We'll welcome them with kisses sweet. 
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THOSE STARS. 

Those stars I have witnessed in Arran, — 

That's many a mile from here ; 
I had traversed the sea's rough pathway, 

And parted from mother dear ; 
But as I watching, and loved them, 

I thought my mother would tell, 
As she went to her bedroom window, 

" They're seen by my Isabel" 

I have seen those stars on the mountains. 

Nestling so close to the snow. 
That they seemed but beautiful beacons. 

Guiding us whither to go ; 
And methought, ** If mother could travef 

In the Switzer's fairy land, 
I should tremble with joy unspoken, 

To gaze at them hand in hand 
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But she never has journeyed thither, 

And all my wishes were vain. 
She has gone on one long, long journey. 

And cannot return again ; 
Above those bright stars she is shining, 

And beckoning me to go. 
And the purest light that entrances 

Is mother's sweet smile, I know. 
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TO MOTHER. 

To live as you would have us live, 

To do as you would do, 
This is the way true love to show, 

My mother, dear, for you. 

To think of others more than self, 

To live for others' weal. 
To spend and be spent here below, 

My mother will reveal 

To think kind thoughts of charity, 
To speak as you would speak, 

In accents gentle, sweet and mild. 
Will show the home I seek. 

Tis not to sit and mourn alone, 
That thou art passed away, — 

Mother ! your whole life bids me know, 
Tis not what you would say. 
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You would be up and doing, — you 
Would wear a cheerful face, 

Your greatest aim to please us all, 
The absent one replace. 

^ 

So patient, good, and true thou wert. 

So full of love, so kind. 
Weak was thy frame, oh, fragile flower ! 

Yet what a noble mind I 

Thp' weak thy frame, 'twas beautiful. 
At least we thought it had 

A glory which was given by 
The spirit which it clad. 

Thou hast cast oJfF the earthly dress 

Of our humility. 
And hast put on the shining robe 

Of immortality. 

A/^ri/ loth, 1877. 
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WHILE THE ROOM IS EMPTY. 

Mother ! while the room is empty, and I am still and 

lone, 
I'll bring the footstool nearer, and believe you have 

not flown ; 
Your chair I love to sit in, but 111 leave it vacant now. 
For I fancy I can see you with your maek and placid 

brow. 

You are bending, oh ! so sweetly, o*er the book upon 

your knee, — 
Tis the Bible, for no other book is half so dear to thee ; 
Just now your hands were clasped in prayer, and then 

a smile stole o*er 
Your patient face, as if a vision beautiful you saw. 

I'm stealing closer, closer, now I kiss your hand and 

face; 
Your snowy cap falls on your neck with such an artless 

grace; 
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And now I smooth your glossy hair, — there's just a 

streak of grey, — 
Oh ! shall I pull it out> mother? Oh, no ! Ill let it 

stay. 

I cannot make enough of thee, I want my love to show, 
I never told how much I loved, my tongue was dull 

and slow ; 
I hardly feared to lose thee, for I thought I could not 

live 
Without thee, — so, when thou didst die my life I too 

would give. 

I put my arms around thee, — oh, those lips, — those 

lips so dear ! 
I feel them soft and warm now, — they are kissing me 

just here ; 
Oh ! now we're heart to heart, mother ! Now we are 

soul to soul, 
We will never part again. What is half without the 

whole ? 
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Just now I heard a knocking, and the door was opened 

wide, 
The others had come in from church ; I stammered, 

blushed, and sighed. 
The chair was very empty now, for no one took the 

place 
Of mother in my heart, or in the chair, or any face. 

1877. 
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'NEATH THE WILLOW. 

Fm resting 'neath the willow whose young shoots wave 

o'er my head, 
And roses bloom so richly, there are white, and blush, 

and red ; 
The mignonnette and heliotrope waft fragrant odours 

by, 

While fading blue forget-me-nots remind that flowerets 
die. 

Yes, flowerets die : they have their seasons, Spring 

and Autumn too, 
And Winter with its chilly blast came all too soon 

for you. 
Of all the flow'rets rich and rare that ever I have 

seen, 
There ne'er was one so sweet, so bright, so pure as 

thou hast been. 
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Some may have been more dazzling, some have 

wearied with their scent, 
But none have been so meekly kind, on so much 

goodness bent. 

Ay, thou hast lived a modest life, and yet thine influ- 
ence bright, 

Will shed its fragrance o'er the world till there is no 
more night 

I miss you from this nether world and wonder what 
you are, 

Methinks thou'rt still a modest flower, or meekly- 
shining star ; 

And every night I look at you — ^none else would mark 
thy spot,— ^ 

Your smile thrills through me as you say, " My child, 
forget-me-not 1 " 

July, 1877. 
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BESIDE THE GRAVE. 

We are here, my darling mother, 
Now we linger round thy grave. 

And we know there is none other 
Can e'er give us what you gave. 

For the love you fondly cherished 
In your true and tender heart ; — 

Oh ! where is it, — has it perished? 
'Tis so strange to be apart 

Tis so strange to drag the day through, 
For there seems now no delight, 

And 'tis fearful how we miss you 
When we bid each one " Good-night ; " 

But 'tis worse when we are saying 
" Pray, O God, make mother well ; ' 

Tis so hard to leave off praying 
Words that mother used to tell. 



STRAY MOMENTS. 6i 

Hush !^ faint heart, cease thy repining, 

Look above, the sky is clear, 
And the sun is brightly shining; 

Is there not enough to cheer ? 

E'en the birds are gaily singing 
Round the tomb that thou hast made, 

And the bells whisper in ringing, 
" It is I ; be not afraid." 

> 

** It is I the Lord hath done it," 
That should rob death of its gloom, 

Thy mother's soul was quite unfit 
For the lonely, earthly tomb. 

Go, pray on that her example 

May be followe4 still by thee. 
Take her pure life as thy sample 

Through the years that thou shalt see. 

Pray that whatsoe'er thou do est 

May be done as if for her. 
And for Christ, for well thou knewest 

How His will was done by her. 
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Think not her pure love is blighted, 
Her compassion sweet and rare, 

Rather think they are united 
To that Love surpassing fair. • 

So thou art good, her sympathy 

Is in unison with thine, 
Her love is strengthened, for the tie 

Is immortalized, divine. 



July, 1877. 
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A DREAM. 

I LIKE to shut mine eyes and dream the dream I had 
last night, 

So mysterious in its meaning, so beautiful, so bright ; 

So vividly* it brought thee, darling mother, to my view, 

I saw thy gentle (orm, dear, and I heard thee speak- 
ing too. 

You were sitting, waiting patiently, your hands drooped 

by your side, 
Weary and worn you looked, mother, as if you had 

been tried j 
Those sweet, grey eyes were nearly closed, and hardly 

saw the light, 
A shadow had been cast o'er them, you feared the loss 

of sight. 

But; why ? Twas not a selfish fear ; no ! that had not 

a place, 
Altho'you ne'er might see again each daughter's merry 

face, 



i 
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Altho' your eyes might never gaze upon each manly 

frame 
Of all your noble-hearted sons as in from work they 

came. 

Altho' those eyes might ne'er behold the grandeur of 

the skies 
Wrapped in their awful vastitude of secret mysteries, 
The glory of the setting sun, the tender, half-veiled 

moon, 
The deep, blue haze at early dawn, the brightness of 

the noon. 

The pleasant park, the trees that shed a blissful shade 

around. 
The first delicious violet just springing from the ground. 
The lovely rose that you had trained with such 

enduring care 
To peep within your lattice, and exhale its odours there. 

No ! thoughts like these were scarcely thoughts in thy 

unselfish breast, — 
A dark and dreary fear crept up, embittering thy rest ': 
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To be a burden now to those for whom you had 

borne all, 
This troubled you, poor darling, this had made the 

shadow fall. v 

" To be a burden unto them, and trouble them to read, 
To guide me by the river-side, and through the flowery 

mead. 
And to lead me down the aisle when I go to pray and 

praise, 
This is too irksome ; — I'll not be a loadstone in their 

ways." 

** Oh, never, mother ! never! shall I weary of the task: 
Have you refused me anything that e'er I chose to ask ? 
Let me be eyes for you, mother ! Whatever I can do 
Will ne'er repay the kindnesses I have received from 
you." 

" My child ! I go to some far land where wondrous 

cures are made, 
Wait patiently, and pray for me, — I'm not at all 

afraid. 

5 
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To be made sight-whole once again, how joyous that 

will be, 
To meet my darlings once again, and all their beauties 

see \ " 

" But, mother ! mother ! how can you, so fragile, and 

so weak ? 
You're sixty-five years old, and do you know the risk 

you seek ? " 
"Hush! hush! my darling, '/ believe;^ — that is 

enough for you, 
Now try to hinder me no more, make no more such 

ado." 

" But how? and where? and who, mother? I cannot 

understand, — 
How are you going ? when, mother ? and where's that 

foreign land? 
Supposing that you ne'er come back to gladden us 

again? 
That will he very terrible, I could not bear such 

pain." 



STRA Y MOMENTS. 6 7 

" I'm going o'er the sea, child, in a ship, and quite 
alone : 

God has been very merciful \ you must His mercy own. 

And whatsoe'er His will may be, oh ! bear it for my 
sake. 

Kiss me, my darling, kiss me, and my last fond bless- 
ing take." 

" Let me go with you, mother I I am longing so to prove 
How unfading my devotion, the greatness of my love ; 
I will be ever with you, I will never leave your side \ 
Take me, oh ! take me, mother ! for your true and 
gentle guide." 

" Child ! " and she looked with wonder at the warmth 

of mine appeal ; — 
Oh 1 when did smile, did eyes, did lips such depth of 

love reveal ? — 

" My child ! you cannot be spared, you've many an 

earthly call, 
Oh, child ! — but I ioxgoX.^— perhaps^ you'll feel it more 

than all J' 
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I heard no more, the clanging chains had drawn the 

anchor in, 
The ship was riding o'er the sea where billows high 

begin. 
One figure, weak, courageous, small, alone on deck I 

saw 
Stand motionless, with eyelids closed, but turned 

towards the shore. 

I cried to her, " Come back ! come back ! " — m 

voice could not be heard. 
Dark ebon clouds passed o'er the sky, and high the 

waters reared. 
And then I knew my darling mother's spirit winged 

its flight 
To that land full of promise, " where the blind receive 

their sight, ^* 

Aug, gtfi, 1877. 
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TO ON HER MARRIAGE. 

May this bright morn an emblem be 

Of all thy future life, 
Fresh, clear, and sweet those years of thine 

As happy, honoured wife. 

The sun that shines on thee to-day, 

And casts so rich a glow, 
But typifies that Higher Sun 

From Whpm all blessings flow. 

Oh ! may He never cease to shed 

His radiant hues on thee, 
Then will thy married life exist 

Through all Eternity. 

Thus hand to hand, and soul to soul. 

Mutual in Faith and Love, 
The union blessed on earth shall be 

Thrice blessed in Life above. 
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ALICE GREY. 

Fresh and fair was the darling child, 

The life of the ancient hall, 
Petted and loved by every one, 

By grandmother most of all. 

Six years old, and her golden locks 
Were borne on the gentle breeze ; 

Dearly she loved the primrose glen, 
And the sturdy old oak trees. \ 

Flashed her dark purple eyes with joy 

At the skylark soaring high, 
Ready to sing his matin song 

In praise of the summer sky. 

Amiable too, her great delight 

Was visiting poor old Jane, 
Taking her bread, and thick warm shoes. 

For the winter cold and rain. 
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Grandmother liked her little pet 

Unselfish and kind to be, 
And bade her save her weekly pence 

To bestow in charity. 

Thus all the village often talked 

Of beautiful Alice Grey, 
And smiled to see her trip along, 
- When decked as queen of the May. 

Her pretty bird more sweetly sang 

When Alice was by to hear. 
And Pussy knew that she was safe 

With her gentle mistress near. 

One day when Alice went to pick, 

By the flowing river side, 
Forget-me-nots and Meadow-sweet, 

And bther bright flowers beside. 

Her tiny feet slipped off the bank. 
And quickly was hid beneath, 
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Her slender form, awhile her hands 
Were clutching the daisy wreath. 

Her huge dog Carlo saw her sink, 

And giving one yelping bay, 
He swam those crystal depths, and brought 

A lifeless figure of clay. 

Holding her dress, the faithful hound 

Vainly endeavoured to save ; 
Too late ! the spotless soul had fled 

To the throne of Him who gave. 

Grief and woe in that noble hall. 
Many the sighings and tears ; 

Grandma's hair is whiter to-day 
Than all through her sixty years. 

Hush ! we hear the solemn toll. 
And the children softly tread ; 

The village weeps, and all are sad. 
For dear Alice Grey is dead. 
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And Carlo nightly takes his watch 
On the tiny new-made grave ; 

While angels join to greet above 
That soul from the ruthless wave. 

Oh ! how happy Alice must be 

In that land of lasting rest, 
Singing with angels evermore, 

And pillowed on Jesu's breast 

Oct, 19/A, 1872. 
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LINES SUGGESTED BY A DEATH IN 

CEYLON. 

We stood o'er the streamlet watching. 

Those brilliant stars in the sky — 
Those stars which no man can number, 

That flicker, and fade, and die. 

We saw one leaving the heavens, 
And marked its shimmering flight. 

But not one of us knew whither 
That star was bound that night. 

And onward the bum was rippling : 
Amid its depths there shone -^ 

" Fofget-me-nots " reflected, 
But not the missing one. 

Swiftly the other departed 
To Ceylon's distant isle, 




« 
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To meet a spirit, and gladden 
The dying one's last smile. 

Again there was joy in the heavens \ — 

Little we knew of this ; — 
Another star had been added 

To realms of lasting bliss. 

A brother long since admitted 

To endless glory there, 
Had wafted to bring his sister 

His paradise to share. 

Here was the sorrowing mourner. 

Full of anguish and pain. 
But she knew the loving promise 

" The pure shall meet again." 

Bearing her trouble so bravely. 
Was chastened, still most blest. 

Trusting her God does all things well, 
" Whatever is, is best." 
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Oh ! why should we grudge our dear 'ones 

A meeting in joys above ? 
Here we have changes and sorrow, 

There they have nought but Love. 
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YOU ASK ME WHEN I THINK OF THEE. 

You ask me when I think of thee ? 

Tis question vain — I cannot say j 

You may not know what 'tis to be 

In one long thought through night and day. 

Twere better far you ask me this, * 
When give you not your thoughts to me ? 
There's not an hour I would not kiss 
My life away in loving thee. 

Dec. 1th, 1874. 
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ON BOARD THE "CYMBA." 

Mother ! whatever my faults may be, 
My virtue is to cling to thee ; 
Strange that I should so rough appear, 
Yet always wish that thou wert near. 

My voice was choking when I said 
The last good-bye, and stroked thy head ; 
One tear was glistening in thine eye. 
And one in mine, — we did not cry. 

I clung to thee, as though I would 
The past recall, and change my mood. 
So that I might remain with thee. 
Instead of riding o'er the sea. 

But 'twas my seeking made us part ; 
And you, with your unselfish heart, 
Forgot the pang you must endure 
When I should leave my native shore. 



i 
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Oh ! how IVe longed and longed to roam, 
And yet I dearly love my home, 
And when away I restless yearn 
Until I shall again return. 

The bright blue sea is rippling by 
With tints that match the glorious sky, 
And wave and breeze sweet whispers bear 
Of thee, my gentle mother, dear. 

Sept. 1876. 
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LAC LEMAN. 



Oh, fair Geneva ! Do I really see 
Thy Protean lake of beauty ravishing ? 
Thy jacinth waters dashing o'er the weir 
Mingle their yeasty billows with the Rhone ; 
And parallel the Arve's more sober shade 
Flows by the beryl Rhone's pellucid hue. 
I reckless count the stones and tiny leaves 
That shine beneath thy bosom hyaline, 
Most fascinating Leman ! and almost 
Am I tempted by thy dulcet murmuring ; 
As if the poets whispered gentler music 
To bid me bathe and taste thy purity. 
Oh ! if I might enshroud myself in thee, 
Would'st thou in pity hold my palsied soul 
Until some silver cloud as covetous 
Descends to raise thy fairy spray above. 
Then let it waft me also unto God ? 
Behind the purple haze that slumbrous soars 
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Before the lengthened range of Jura's heights, 
I see one slowly merge like Juno's car 
Drawn by four snowy swans ; I pant — I weep 
In silent ecstasy, — mine eyelids closed, — 
Because I cannot bear to know it leaves 
My spirit here, unless engulfed by thee. 
I taste thy crystal drops with ardent love, 
And try to blend the odour of thy breath 
To make mine own ambrosial as is thine. 
And as I gaze thy lucious depths reflect 
The ruby sky that tinges over all 
A richer glow, or magic lightnings flash 
Illumining the sphere to indicate 
The Great Saleve, erst cast in ponderous gloom. 
Oh, beautiful and vast ! I cannot praise 
What is beyond all speech of human tongue ; 
But — could I echo what thy sluices say, — 
Twere vain to dream — Beloved — Sweet Lake- 
Farewell ! 

Aug. 22ltd, 1 87 1. 
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MONT BLANC. 

Oh, glorious King ! I see thy smile supreme 
While welcoming the charming queen of night, 
Who high above thy hoary head ascends 
And sheds sweet influence on thy spotless brow ; 
The halo of her peace she casts on thee, 
Which, thou transmitting to thy courtiers bold, 
Doth penetrate the gloom of pine and fir 
Till Chamouny*s loved vale is bathed in calm. 
No yelping hound in terror bays aloud. 
No lowing herd pursues the mountain track. 
The peasant slumbers from his daily toil. 
And all partake the solemn midnight hush. 
How beautiful ! and yet — ^majestic Blanc ! 
I feel an awe I never knew before 
While gazing on thy frame invincible 
That hurls with mighty force Jove's thunderbolt. 
And rules the massive army that engirts 
Yon modest heart caressingly disposed. 
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How bright, how dazzling thy stupendous form ! 
Thy candent robe what varied tint assumes ! 
And Luna crowns thee with resplendent light, 
While Shade bends low to neatly clothe thy feet ; 
Upon thy snowy bosom nestles now 
A topaz gem of lucid brilliancy, 
Sparkling as if, with holy joy suffused. 
It felt secure reposing close to thee. 
And need I wonder that a gentler mould 
Delights to shield itself from stormy blast? 
Tis thus that tender natures oft confide 
In Herculean shapes of kindliness. 
But, mark my glowworm, my magnetic star ; 
It hails me stilL Thrice hail, seraphic form ! 
Delusion ? No, oh, say not 'tis a dream ! 
I lost a kindred soul and sought it long ; 
Endured a weary life's monotony. 
And greeted danger as a friend indeed, 
Because the spirit of my fresh young days 
Soared to a distant realm, and I despaired 
To meet below my brother boy again ; 
But now the deep cerulean jewel grows, 
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I recognise an angeFs shape, and his. 

Oh ! what care I how wild the desert path, 

What rude intricacies beset my way. 

So let me strive to climb the rugged mount, 

Until with joy I kiss my long lost Love. 



NURSED IN MY SAVIOUR'S ARMS, 

. Nursed in my Saviour's arms I lie, — 
No ill can touch me now ; 
'Tis He who sings sweet " hushaby,'* 
His hand upon my brow. 

Tis He who smooths away the frown 

That sm before had drawn, 
And places on my head the crown 

For all the newly-born. 

And now I am an angel bright, 
And sing the heavenly strain ; 

I wear a robe of spotless white, 
And not one sin retain. 
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LAKE LUCERNE. 

Allure me now, and let thy rippling stream, 

Th* effulgent sun so sweetly shines upon. 

Making one surface of unrivalled gems, 

Bear me away. Not Cleopatra's throat 

Irradiated diamonds so bright 

As those that jewel thee, fair queen of lakes ! 

Responding smiles to myriad twinkling stars. 

In pity on thy beryl bosom bear 

My feeble frame, that I may kiss the feet 

Of giant mountains which distend beneath 

Thy crystal depths, and bathe in shadow there. 

My yearning sighs be whispered through the groves 

And rugged rocks, until they pierce the heights 

Of snow, and phantom clouds that hover round 

Adopt the pensive strains, and echo them 

As chorus fit for the angelic throng. 

They almost live in vain who ne'er behold 

Thy loveliness, thine all-pervading calm 
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As one continual Sabbath day ; and scenes 
Of grandeur which surround, but ruffle not 
Thy sheen placidity. And I am vain 
Because I cannot praise thee, Lake Lucerne I 
Tis to have seen and loved, then k^ep enshrined 
Within my heart the halo of thy peace, 
As sanctified until my dying day ; 
But not describe how beautiful thou art, — 
And I could weep that thus it needs must be. 

Sept, 4M, 1 87 1. 
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BRIDGE OF SIGHS, TWICKENHAM. 

Here let me lie in undisturbed repose 
Beneath the solemn branch that kindly throws 
Its gentle shade o'er me ; the glaring sun 
His daily course hath not yet fully run, 
And splendid sits on his empyreal throne 
To claim dominion for himself alone ; 
But I ask space for thee, that thou shalt wave 
Thy massive arm, O Cedar ! strong and brave ; 
And still protect me from the scorching heat, 
While " Flossy " sits sole guardian at my feet. 
Oh, this is peace, sweet peace and quiet rest. 
To fling the turmoils that afflict the breast 
With winter winds, and banish every care 
To revel in the depths of summer air. 
Waft, cooling zephyr, fan my ruddy cheek. 
And pity me because I am so weak, 
I cannot praise loved Nature as I ought : 
My dreams are many, but my songs are naught. 
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Still how I love her babbling brooks and rills, 

Her haughty mountains, and her fertile hills ; 

There's not a leaf but what for me has charm : 

I love sweet Nature, and her summer calm. 
JtUyV^th^ 1872. 



THE FIRST DRIVE AFTER ILLNESS. 

Like nectar sipped by goddess* lips, 

So was the air to me, 
As fragrant, breathing o*er the tips. 

It danced from tree to tree, 

And wafted o'er the ferns a shade 

In lowly dale and dell, 
Bewitching deer to cooling glade. 

Where dazzling rapids fell. 

Right golden, charming Nature beamed ; 

Celestial arch deep blue ; 
Far-famed Italia's skies ne'er gleamed 

A brighter, richer hue. 



88 SmA V MOMENTS. 



ON THE BEACH. 

Oh, bright and fair I How wondrous fair and bright 

The glorious sun now rippling in the light 

Of sweet October sunshine, cool and clear ; 

The dulcet strains fill my enraptured ear 

Of gentle music on the wavelet borne, 

So calm the ocean, of its tumult shorn. 

I almost feared there never would be peace, 

The angry tempest raged, nor deigned to cease 

Till " Sol," with mid-day smiles and winning ways 

Alluring " Thetis " with his kindling rays, 

Bade her be still, and for awhile dispel 

The evil host that caused her to rebel. 

Thus with an answer soft and kindly look 

The human heart is often led to brook 

Some good advice, and o'er the features glow 

A cheering hue as sunlight upon snow ; 

Where Hatred reigned distorting what God made, 

A chastened calm returns, and Virtue's paid 
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OH! WOULD THE YEARS ROLL BACK 

AGAIN. 

Oh ! would the years roll back again, 

Like each retreating wave, 
And bear me o'er the sands of life, 

Tis childhood's days I'd crave. 

Those days of innocence and joy, 

So pure, so fresh, and free, 
So free of outward show, and fear 

Of what the world might see. 

Oh ! how I envy little folks 
Who play with spade and pail, 

And dabble shoeless in the sea 
Their tiny craft to sail ; 

Or wade knee-deep with fishing-net 
To catch a shrimp or prawn. 
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And slip about the greasy rocks 
In tatters to adorn. 

Why ! how they laugh and shout .with glee 

At such delicious fun ; 
But if they see a frightened crab 

They soon turn tail and run. 

What treasures rich and rare they take 

To fill the distant home, 
A stock of everything they see, — 

All but the wave and foam. 



Sept, 1874. 
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TO LIZZIE ON HER RETURN FROM 

SCOTLAND. 

To Hillside welcome once again, 

Ye who have strayed in Scottish land, 

And voyaged o'er the seething main, 
Beholding beauties wild and grand. 

Ye who upon Zona's deck 

Have proudly swept o'er Clyde's fair stream. 
Nor fear of tempest, foe, and wreck. 

Withheld thee from so sweet a theme. 

Where Oban's sunset richly spreads 
A thousand gorgeous hues around. 

The flow'rets droop their lowly heads 
As if the spot were hallowed ground 

Ye make me long, and long the more 
To bathe in Lomond's crystal loch. 
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And view the grandeur of Loch Awe, 
With Stronaclachar and Balloch. 

Romantic Katrine too would smile 
To find this child of nature there, 

And I would rush to Arran's Isle — 
To see which I must not despair. 

The Trossachs, Rothsay, Inversmaid, 

Glyn Rosa, Inverary too, 
I ne'er shall rest, I am afraid, 

Till I have set my eyes on you. 

But ye from those bright scenes who come 
With eagerness Hillside to view, 

Thrice welcome to your happy home. 
Hillside shall ring with joy for you. 

Blest be the spot where Virtues lend 

A hue of peace and holy joy. 
Where souls in sweet communion blend. 

And pure love reigns without alloy. 



STRAY MOMENTS. 93 

It is not home where day by day 
Restraint sits like a spectre grim, 

And chasing joyous life away, 
Doth paralyze in every limb. 

The gilded roof and panelled wall, 
The manacles of wealth and power, 

How often these the heart enthral. 
Yet do not cheer the gloomy hour. 

No ! words and actions true and kind, 

The unison of soul with soul. 
The interchange of mind with mind. 

These make the one delicious whole. 

To trust, and be confided in, 

To feel sweet peace and liberty. 
The life without, the heart within. 

These make home what it ought to be. 

The loving look that seems to say, 
" Stay, sister, we will happy be," 
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Not more the angel-hosts have sway 
To give this life felicity. 

Hillside so bright, so fair and sweet, 
Wears once again its cheering.look, 

Echoes the sound of little feet, 
And welcomes those who once forsook. 

Yes, though they rambled far and wide, 
Home is a home indeed most fair, 

And those who visit once Hillside 
Will long again its joys to share. 

Sept. litAy 1875. 
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THE WATERFALL. 

From a source hid long in the mountain's brow 

Where no man ever trod, 
Enshrouded by pure everlasting snow, 

And only known to God, 
The heaven-bom waterfall bursts its bond, 

Dashing away, away, 
And o'er purple moor and auburn frond 

Laughed in the light of day. 

It trickled and sparkled, rippled and sang, 

With heart so light and free. 
The grey-blue pines with its melody rang. 

Wafting its tones to me ; 
And over the boulders merrily fell. 

Dashing, foaming, and white. 
Or lurked to refreshen the pale bluebell. 

And make all things look bright. 
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It had not a care, for it blessed and gave 

Its goodly store to all ; 
A spirit so tender, noble and brave, 

. Had that sweet waterfall. 
Each fern and leaflet, blade and flower, had won 

Of its beautiful flow, 
And its globules played " Bo Peep " in the sun 

To murmurs soft and low. 

Away it ran with its bountiful heart 

To mingle with the sea. 
Of its gentle nature render a part. 

Unite its minstrelsy ; 
And I wished that I could be borne away 

Upon its gentle breast ; 
But, I had much to learn beyond that day. 

It was not time to rest. 

Sept. 2Stk, 1876. 
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THE SCOTTISH HEATHER. 

They met, 'twas only yesterday, 
And roamed the wood together, 

And in the maiden's hand he laid 
A sprig of Scottish heather. 

'Twas but the bursting of the bud. 

Unconscious, happy pair ; 
Little they recked new life for them 

Had its beginning there. 

The sun was smilmg o'er the plain, " 

But as they clomb together, 
A mist overwhelmed the mountain's brow 

And hid the Scottish heather. 

But speedily the clouds dispersed, 

And left Love all alone, 
Then all things took a brighter hue 

From its diviner tone. 
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With love confessed, and beaming eyes, 
They trod the aisle together : 

Did any wonder why they wore 
A sprig of Scottish heather ? 

Oh ! Life is sweet, and love is long, 
Bestrewed by flowerets fair ; 

The path that blesses, in its turn 
Shall every blessing share. 

And just ^en most they sought repose, 
They " fell asleep " together. 

Upon their breasts was softly laid 
A sprig of Scottish heather. 

ft 

Sept. 2ydi 1876. 
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OH! GIVE ME LOVE. 

Give me a lonely, humble cot 
In some sequestered, peaceful spot ; 
But give me Love, that goodly store, ' 
Give Love, and I'll not ask for more. 

I neither sigh for wealth nor power — 
Pomp cannot chase the saddened hour ; 
A wish around my heart is wove, 
For less of grandeur, more of Love. 

I quite detest the fulsome mode 
Of formal visits, when a load 
Of scandal oft becomes the rage, 
And every line is made a page. 

I hate to see the envying eye 

Turn 'gainst a friend it would outvie ; 
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I hate to hear the secret told 
That was entrusted, and not sold. 

I quite despise the worldling's wit, 
So subtle, none can fathom it ; 
The man who only deigns to hold 
Within his hand a palm of gold. 

What folly 'tis that dress extreme 
Makes women more like men to seem, 
And each a rival finds at hand. 
Till toilet contests fill the land. 

Oh ! let me breathe a larger share 
Of purified, more genial air. 
Some sheltered nook in modest vale 
Where wafts not every idle tale. 

A kindly heart with me to dwell. 
To whom I can my troubles tell ; 
And books, companions of my youth. 
Bright shining with that lustre. Truth. 
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Ah, yes ! I dare not, could not leave 
Thee on the shelf; my soul would grieve 
To bid farewell, and quit thee there, 
Dear friends who always proved so fair. 

However humble then my lot, 
Forgetting not, nor quite forgot. 
So. I have Love, that goodly store, 
ril murmur not, nor ask for more. 



Oct. 6thy 1869. 
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MARY'S SHOES. 

Those little wee shoes on the chair 
Remind me of something most fair, 

They bring to my view 

Two eyes of bright blue, 
And a ripply of soft flaxen hair. 

Twin-lips of a fresh dewy red, 

Two cheeks downy peach-blooms overspread, 

Limbs lithesome and small, 

A sweet winning call. 
And a fine little, wise little head. 

My heart was all happy and gay 
Absorbed with this fairy in play, 

But these dear wee shoes 

No little feet use. 
And hushed is their patter to-day. 
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Those little wee shoes I will press, 
And kiss with a loving caress, 

For the shape so neat 

Of those dear little feet 
Is held with a sweet tenderness. 

I wish that those little wee shoes 
Had never consented to lose 

Those dear little feet 

So nimble and sweet 
That run for the fairy I choose. 

Nov. 12M, 1875. 



104 STRA Y MOMENTS. 



THOU ART MY ALL. 

Existence unto me is death, 
And light, dark as the grave, 

Devoid the perfume of thy breath. 
Thy presence which I crave. 

The accents of thy gentle voice 

Like whispers from above 
Attune to bid my heart rejoice, 

And kindle flames of Love. 

With rapture would I gaze on thee 

If ever by my side, 
For solace none is there for me 

In all the world beside. 

Thy deeds and words so good appear, 
Thy looks my heart enthral ; 

Oh ! best ask what thou art not, dear. 
Since thou art life, and all. 
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LONGING. 

Seated upon the cold ground, watching the silent moon, 
Thinking of thee, my darling, longing to see thee soon, 
Longing to hear thy sweet voice wafting its pleasing 

strain, 
Longing for thy bright smile to banish my every pain. 

Thinking of that loved past when we were happy and 

ft 

gay, 

Scarcely a cloud arose to chase our sunshine away ; 
Hand joined in hand we walked, whispering many a 

vow, — 
Oh ! how I wish you were near, so I might kiss thee now. 

Feign would I clasp thee once more, call thee * my own, 

my own,' 
Find out a shady nook to talk of our love alone ; 
Clinging to thee as the ivy clasps its parent stem, 
Never weary of loving my one refulgent gem. 
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DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Oh, Clytie ! still my soul will pour 
Its love to thee, tho' days of joy 
Have vanished — those bright days of yore 
When first we loved ; without alloy 
Those hours in golden sunshine spent 
Flew by, nor knew I how they went 

I never gave a thought abroad ; 
My life was bliss while loving thee ; 
And day and night my heart would hoard 
Thine image still more lovingly. 
But days can never come again 
With so much joy, so little paia 

For time and absence both have changed 
Thy feelings, Clytie, (else untrue 
The vows you spoke) and disarranged 
My once firm confidence in you. 
Your love to other hearts will soar, 
Mine waits on thee for evermore. 



r 
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SONG. 

I WATCH for the form I so long have missed, 
I long for the cheek that with love I kissed, 
To hear the sweet voice in angelic strain 
Speak softly to me of its joy and pain. 
Ah ! yes, I wish that my Love would dispel 
The vision that haunts like some mystic spell. 
Oh, comd to me now ; oh, haste, Love, to cheer 
The heart that is true, that is true to thee, dear. 

Oh ! vain are my words, 'twere vain to implore. 
The cold heart is dead, it hearkens no more ; 
Another entwines what I called " mine own," 
And I, — I must suffer alone, alone. 
But, oh ! when I die, maybe she will hear, 
And shed to my memory one little tear, 
'Twill repay the love I cherish alway, 
I'm faithful and true for ever and aye. 

May 28M, 1872. 
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TO MY DEPARTED LOVE. 

Oh, Love, Love, Love ! art thou asleep or dead ? 
I hear despairing moans around thy bed ; 
The grey sky rends as if to earth were given 
A moment's thrill, a transient view of heaven. 

And in the space where cloudlets waved adieu 
The great archangel stood, and whispered through 
Infinities of air the one word " Come," — 
A thousand angels softly echoed, " Come." 

Oh, Love, Love, Love ! what will thy soul reply ? 
They cannot need thy presence more than I ; 
Breathe but once more and tell the angel " Nay " \ 
I grasp thee — kiss thee ; — do not go away. 

Oh, Love, Love, Love ! hast thou one thought for 

me? 
Or, was it all pretence, thy love for me ? 
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It might be so, for thou wilt not awake 

To quench this anguish e'er my heart doth breaL 

Oh, Love, Love, • Love ! prized was thy blushing 

cheek. 
Thy flashing orbs mine own now vainly seek ; 
Oh ! where thy smile, thy ruddy lips, and kiss ? ' 
Are they already in eternal bliss ? 

Oh, Love, Love, Love ! where is thy bright, pure 

soul. 
So Wont to cheer, to pity, and condole ? 
Has that too reached the spirit-land above ? 
And shall I never see thee more, sweet Love ? 

Oh, Love, Love, Love ! thy life was well-spent here 

In preparation for a better sphere ; 

But I require thee, and one more on high 

Can scarcely swell the number in the sky. 

Oh, Love, Love, Love I dost look on me below ? 
Dost see my grief, and hear me murmur so ?• 
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How shocked thy perfect loveliness, and how 
My stubborn will must disappoint thee now. 

Oh, Love, Love, Love I FU study to be calm, 
I'll bear my cross so thou art free from harm ; 
And if it be my aim thy joy to share. 
Wilt thou be first to welcome me up there ? 

Oct, 17M, 1872. 
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THEY CALL ME A FLIRT, 

I'm laughing and singing all day, 

And shouting with innocent glee, 
I gallop so briskly away, 

And proud is my Arab of me. 
They say I am heartless and vain, 
That I need feel sorrow and pain ; 
But I never take heed to what they may say, 
I trust, and am trusted by one far away. 

At parties I dance every time. 
And chatter as fast as I can. 
And think that the waltzing's sublime, 

Not caring a rap for the man ; 
They say 'tis a flirt that I am. 
And think me a terrible sham ; 
But I take no heed ; always true I will be ; 
I trust, and I know he will ever trust me. 
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They call me a flirt and coquette, 

And say that I'm heartless and vain, 
And hope that some day I shall fret 
With my share of sorrow and pain. 
But I only amuse, — that's all, 
And try to act kindly to all, 
So I never take heed to what they may say ; 
I trust, and am trusted by one far away. 

Dfc. 4/i4, 1870. 
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THEY ASK ME WHY I DO NOT WED; 
I ASK THEM WHY I SHOULD. 

Why should I wed ? I know no cause 
Why should I quell my mother's laws 

So gentle, yet so wise ; 
Despotic rule I will not own, 
I'll never stoop to beck and frown, 

Dominion I despise. 

Fm happy as the day is long, 
I trip about with laugh and song, 

And ride my bonnie steed ; 
I sit within the skimming bark. 
My heart as gay as any lark. 

And pluck Pan's tuneful weed. 

I'm foremost in the brilliant chase, 
No danger that I fear to face 
In brook or five-barred gate ; 
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I waltz as fast as any can, 
My partner whether maid or man 
Doth not affect my pate. 

I love to climb the mountain wild, 
And sport as any giddy child 

In dark romantic cave ; 
Or shoeless tread deceptive sand 
With sea-weed, shells, and spade in hand, 

Tempting the ocean wave. 



I love to seek some sheltered nook, 
And there recline with thrilling book 

Of legendary lore ; 
Or else indulge poetic dreams 
Till castle after castle gleams 

That was not there before. 



All this I do, — and many things 
Unasked seem borne on angels' wings, 
I never hear but " Yea," 
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What should I do if I should wed 
Some dreadful ogre who always led 
The way by saying " Nay " ? 

I've everything that's good and fair, 
Nephews and nieces too most rare, 

(An enviable lass,) 
To romp with them is sweet employ. 
Delightful, unregretful joy, 

No other can surpass. 

With mother I drive everywhere, 

And then the folks — why — how they stare, 

" Oh, dear ! not married yet ? 
Impossible ! 'tis really time, 
She's getting sadly past her prime, 

Too late she will regret ! " 



I do not say that married life 
Is nothing but a scene of strife, 
Of no intrinsic worth ; 
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To some it is a life of bliss, 
A fresh, delicious happiness, 
A Paradise on earth. 



But, 'tis a lottery, — that's true : 
Suppose a knavish card I drew, 

What an unlucky choice ! 
When once you're married — there you are, 
Tied to a loadstone, or a star. 

To sigh, or to rejoice. 

My father and my brothers too 
Are all so genial, kind, and true, 

They make me quite a pet ; 
If I should thus my home forsake 
And then repent the step I take. 

How sorry I should get ! 

My mother best of all to me ; 
Whom should I find so willingly, 
My gentle guide and friend ? 
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Unselfish as the sun is bright, 
Pure as the moon's resplendent light, 
Forgiving without end 

With me no angry looks have sway, 
A harsh word rankles all the day 

Binding my stubborn will ; 
But trust and kindness make me try 
To merit all their great supply, 

And aim at better still. 

So I will stay, my darling home. 
And rest within, nor quickly roam 

From CoUingwood's retreat ; 
Of happiness I'm so secure, 
I think I could not well ensure 

Another home so sweet. 

Aug, 26M, 1874. 
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TWILIGHT— BY THE RIVER. 

'TwAS sweet when twilight's tranquil hour 

Diffused a subtle glow around, 

To sit within our ivied bower 

Where weeping willows swept the ground. 

The Thames in cadence soft and low 
Was ebbing by the osier bed, 
And from the coping sprang a show 
Of gay geraniums, bright and red. 

In vain the rivalry of scent 
From heliotrope and mignonnette, 
The noiseless air was redolent 
With odours rich and rarer yet. 

And from the river calm and still, 
The splashing of the boatman's oar 
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And sudden whistle loud and shrill 
Made melody from shore to shore. 

The panting tug in breathless haste 
Went skimming o'er the placid stream, 
While " Luna " like a virgin chaste 
Shed gentle lustre on our dream. 

The sky besprinkled all with blue 
Revealed a mild increasing light ; 
First " Ursa Major " came to view, 
And millions ushered in the night. 

Thus Percy, Eleanor, and I, 
Within our modest, shady bower, 
In sweet delicious harmony 
Beguiled the lovely silent hour. 

In conversation true and kind. 
The unison of soul with soul, 
The interchange of mind with mind, 
A " Trio " blended to one whole. 
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Like " Will " and " Dora,'* * whose fond love 
Eclipsed the more familiar tie, 
Refreshed and watered from above, 
Enjoyed a life's felicity. 

Sept. \yh, 1S75. 

* William Wordsworth and his sister. 
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REPLY TO AN INVITATION. 

True friend thou art, who, tho' reversed my fate, 

Would'st welcome now the orphaned, desolate ; 

Feign would I do thy bidding, if to prove 

Myself not all unworthy of thy love. 

But my sad heart responds its bitter "No," 

And says, "Where pleasure lurks thou shalt not go." 

When hope was young, and life was glad and free, 
I wandered by the gentle stream with thee, 
Drank in the briskness of the dewy morn, 
Or watched the crescent moon just newly bom, 
Clomb o'er the hay-stack sweet with fresh-mown hay, 
And dreamed at twilight to the song-bird's lay. 

Now, weary days and disappointments keen 
Make memory smile at what I once have been ; 
To be dependent stings my wounded pride, 
And I must turn from happiness aside, 
Save where it dwells in honest toil, and rest 
In God's good will. " Whatever is, is best." 
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WHEN LILLIE HAD GONE. 

No little arms twining round me 

Softly in loving caress, 
No ruby lips bending o'er me 

Waiting my own to impress. 

No little face on the pillow 

Hushed with the sweetest repose, 

Deep as the fathomless billow, 
Pure as the purest of snows. 

No brilliant eyes looking through me, 

Full of the tenderest love. 
Speaking, as tho' they would bid me 

Think of the angels above. 

Ah ! was there one dropped for awhile, 
Sent to this desolate sphere 

To gladden this life with its smile, 
And banish the sorrowful tear ? 
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Perhaps a star that was falling 
From yon bright bespangled skies, 

Like a lightning flash enthralling, 
Was an angel in disguise. 

No little face at the window, 
Watching for me as I come, 

Stretching its eyes through the meadow, 
Longing to welcome me home. 

No eager hug and ** Good-morning," 
No simple prayer whispered through. 

None of the secret adorning. 
And half-murmured " God bless you. " 

Nov. I2thj 1875. 



1 24 STRA Y MOMENTS. 



ANNIE. 
Died suddenly, January 28th, 1878. 

Only a week to-day ! 
I sat by her couch, and in gentle strains 
We talked of our sorrows, pleasures, and pains ; 
Of friends we had known in the days gone by, 
And some who had left us to dwell on high, 

'Neath Eternity's ray. 

I clasped her soft white hand. 
And she sweetly looked as I sadly told 
Of death, and how he had ravaged my fold, 
Till I often longed to sever the chain 
That bound me to earth, its trouble, and pain. 

And join the angel band. 

I caught her smile of love. 
And the sympathy that her eyes expressed. 
But I did not know that she yearned for rest. 
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And my sight was dimmed that I could not see 
The angel of death as he passed by me, 
Beckoning her above. 

I kissed her lips and cheek, 
Warm with the flush of youth's delicate bloom, — 
Too bright, too soft to be laid in the tomb. 
How distant the thought, — as we said " good-bye," 
Embraced with a smile, a tear, and a sigh, — 

That in one little week 



I should follow the train 
Of kindred who mourned for the fair young girl 
Who passed away 'mid life's merriest whirl. 
Annie ! oh, why did God take you away ? 
Why should I suffer this desolate day ? 

When shall we meet again ? 

The snowdrop pure and white 
Lay on her cold, calm breast, and lilies fair 
Entwined with the tips of her golden hair ;— * 
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Beautiful flowers ! oh, faint foreshadowing 
Of that resplendent, amaranthine spring, 
Where we shall reunite. 

The hard brown bulb was cast 
Into the heavy mould, and left to stay 
Until its glorious resurrection day,— 
Then it burst forth. Oh ! pure and spotless birth ! 
So shall we burst the bondage of the earth, 

Our birthday have at last. 

• 

Now no more sighs, nor pain 
For the youthful soul that has soared so high 
Giving love for love in Love's perfect sky. 
Sad heart ! be stilL I shall see her loved form 
At the joyful end of life's wear'ing storm ; — 

Annie shall rise again. 
Feb. yd, 1878. 
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MUSICAL COMPOSITIONS BY ''IPIDORA." 



Galbp—THE RUNNING DEER, 3s. 
Waltz— NOCH EINMAL TANZEN, 4s. 
Galop— FULL CRY, 2s. 6d. (net.) 
Waltz— THE RINK, 4s. 
Galop— ACROSS COUNTRY, 3s. 6d. 



J. B. CRAMER & CO., 201, Regent St., London, 

Of all Music-sellers ^ and of the Composer. 



Opinions of the Press. 

" If we arc to judge of the future success of our young friend by these 
Ave compositions — that is to say, if her success is to prove commensurate 
with her merit, we may predict a brilliant future before her. The piece 
exclusively for pianoforte performance is a most artistic rendering, and con- 
tains many most attractive features, alike displaying the ability of the 
musician and the taste of an elegant composer. The waltz is both elegant 
and artistic, and the three galops, whilst each possesses special and distinctive 
features, are each alike lively, well-timed, and fitted either for the studio, 
the drawing-room performance, or as accompaniment for the merry dance, 
in connection with which we highly commend them for the forthcoming 
season." — Brighton. Gazette. 

"Fair equestrians will hail a vivacious galop by 'Ipidora,' 'Full Cry,' 
which is spirited enough to set all feet moving, and possesses the quality of 
marking the time well." — Graphic. 

" NocH EiNMAL Tanzkn," BY '* IpiDORA."— "This is a pianoforte com- 
position of the valse character, and somewhat brilliant and effective. The 
movements are well written and progress smoothly, and are free from any 
amateur mannerisms and faults — in fact, the composition exhibits musicianly 
traits of more than average ability. The little bits of occasionally inter- 
spersed introductions vary the arrangement pleasantly throughout, the one 
on page 5 leading to a charming motif on the following page, in which the 
subject appears in two parts (a due), quite of that finished German style of 
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composition so conspicuous in the best dance compositions, with which 
Germany now maintains the lead. Nicely played, ' Noch Einmal Tanzen ' 
cannot fisul to please the musically educated votaries of the ' light fantastic' " 
— Richmond and Twickenham Times. 

** An anonymous writer who calk herself ' Ipidora,' gives to the world two 
pieces of dance music. The ' Noch Einmal Tanzen,' in E flat, a tuneful 
valse movement, bids fair for popularity, and the Galop in G, ' Full Cry/ 
dedicated to H. R. H. the Duchess of Teck, has an exciting ' Tally-ho ' 
spirit, that might encourage even a weak-kneed ' hunter' to follow the young 
lady in her perilous leap (vu^ frontispiece) over the fence." — Court Circular. 

" Noch Einmal Tanzen," by '* Ipidora." — '* Whether a waltz or polka- 
mazurka is here intended, the title-page gives no information ; but from its 
unquestionable character we infer the latter. Not that the former should be 
ungraceful, but the waltz of the present day is such a riotous affair that one 
is apt to forget the characteristics of the music to which it is danced." — 
The Queen. 

*' Full Cry " Galop, by ** Ipidora." — " * Ipidora * has composed a dash- 
ing galop, easy for players of even moderate capacity, and eminently dance- 
able. The Duchess of Teck has accepted the dedication of this piece to 
her." —Fig^aro. 

** One of ' Ipidora's ' best and latest specimens of dance music is the ' Rink 
Waltz,' an original melody, well worked out" — Graphic. 

"The 'Rink Waltz/ by 'Ipidora,' is lively, tuneful, danceable."— 7Vi^ 
Queen. 

The '* Rink Waltz," by "Ipidora." — "A pretty piece of dance music, 
by a lady, whose music has already become popular. It seems admirably 
suited to the purpose for which it is intended." — Figaro. 

"The Running Deer" Galop, by " Ipidora."— "This composer im- 
proves and progresses. Although we cannot say much for any indication of 
originality in the galop before us, it is nevertheless effective, tuneful, and 
not out of character with the intention of the title ; for the ' trio ' (page 4X 
however, we must say an extra word — it is very well written. The galop 
throughout is not difficult, and to those fond of this class of music we can 
strongly recommend it." — Richmond and Twickenham Times. 

"Anybody could play and everybody could dance to the ' Across Country ' 
galop by ' Ipidora.' "—Graphic. 

"Across Country "Galop, by "Ipidora."— "This lively and spirited 
composition evinces much true musical ability, and in every variation well 
sustains the attractive yet unpretentious title which it bears." — Exchange 
and Mart, 






